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On MN B Marriage. 


8 who yet had Iook'd on Man 
With Eyes of fearful Duty, 
Now to Mamma impatient ran 
With Tale of ſlighted Beauty : 
Shall whimpering c friſk about 
In Chariot of her own ; | 
With Balls at }-———/! make a Rout, 
And I fit dull at Home? 
Sure, if her Eyes diftorted Rays 
Could pierce the wealthy Cir, 
Mine, where I point their ſprightly blaze, 
Can never fail to hit? 
In vain did, vyent'rous Maid 
A bold Example ſhow ; | 
Who rather choſe one Ape to lead, 
Than dance with two below. 
A 2 See 


4.1 
See C—5, for ſake of Marriage Vow, 


Become a homeſpun Dame ; 
And to the Mortar humbly go. 


2 a „ y * 


From whence her Grandũre came; 
And I left wretched in the lurch, 
Or ſit in Virgin Pew, 
Or gravely ſaunter back from Ehuralr, 
Twixt R and you. 
Prevent, Mamma, this vile Diſgrace, 
And make me : ſoon a Wife, 7 
Leſt I like chattering Race, 
Make Tea for Boys for life. 
She ceas'd — when from a dr ou Saſh. 
| A Wretch the Tale oferheard, 
| And grown by her Deſpair more raſh, 
His cruel Plea preferr'd, 
| Mamma, the Choice in-Prudence preſ', 
\ Poor Betty hung her Head ; 
The painted Coach drew up laſt, 
| She ſigh'd and ſhe obey'd, 
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Thus did grim Dis in Ebon Chair, 
Stand watchful for his Prey; 

Then to his gloomy Manſions bare 
Fair Proſerpine away: _ 


[Ss] 
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On Dr. R—----'s BALL. 


| Rming from Council at Sr. M=— —, 
The Devil laſt Night juſt ſtepp'd over the 
Wall; 
Not dreaming the leaſt of a Drum or a Rout, 
He ſwore. he would ſee what the * were 
about : 
For ſome Time continu'd ſuſpended on Wing, 
Then perch'd on a Pear Tree reſolv'd to peep in. 
He ſaw the black Figures retreat and advance, 
With ſeven fair Nymphs in the form of a Dance: 
Zounds, ſays he, my Folks have taken their 
Flight, | 
And are making a Truce with the Angels of 
5 LE 
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On Mrs. G----s Marriage. 


A Virgin once I hope in early Life, 
A Mother ſoon—bur not ſo ſoon a Wife; 


That's bad-I own; what then, I made amends, 
Marriage, I'm told, in ſure Repentance ends. 
{x1 5 | | Thrice 
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TCL 
Thrice in twelve Years, I've ty'd the Gordian 
Knot, | 
Thus from a Sinner to a Saint am got ; 
Let Envy ceaſe, all Cenſure is but Stuff, 
Tho* bad unmarry'd, now am good enough. 


——__— 
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The TAYLOR and SEMSTRESS, 
A B A L L A D. 
Simile Simili gaudet. 
| I. | 
Taylor there was, and he liv'd in a Garret; 
Who neer in his Days taſted Champaigne or 
| Claret ; . Y 
With high Soups, or Ragouts, he never was fed, 
But Cabbage, believe me, was his daily Bread. 
3 
His Work he purſu'd without any repining, 


When bleſs'd with a Pint of Three Threads for 
his Lining; 


* 


Till Corid, whoſe Arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 
With a Sz msTR&zs's Bodkin deſtroy'd his Quietws. 
| | III, 


1 


1 . 

No longer @ Birthnight affords any Pleaſure, 

His Patterns lie ſcatter d, in Tatters his Meaſure: 

His Bills he contrives not with Items to ſwell; 

Silk, Twift, Tape, and Buckram, he damns them 
to Hell. 


» 


a. , 
Cve1D, pitying his Caſe, at length flew to his 

__ = 
And help'd him to finedraw the Hole he had 
maaade; * 
He bad him be bold, and not ſtand like a Mute, 
Who e' er finiſh'd without firſt beginning his Suit. 


75 ü V. | 
He viſits the SzM$sTRESS with awkward. 
_ Addreſs, | 
Proteſts on her Kindneſs hung his Happineſs; 
But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer'd at his Speeches and 
| Wheedle, | 
For ſhe, lack-a-day ! was as ſharp as a Needle. 


One whom no one eſteems at three Skips of a 


And making ſuch Speeches which ſcarce bear re- 


[8] 
VI. 
He told her on hon'rable Terms he was come, 
And 8 = he might — be inform d of his 
Doom; | 
Untefs ſhe*d conſent to be ſhortly his + Wife, 
The Fates Shears would ſoon cut off his — 
of Life. 


VII. 
D'ye think, cry'd the SrUusrxESss, I'll take 
for a Spouſe, 


 Louſe ? 
Advance in your Favour whatever you can, 
A TavLon is but the ninth Part of a Man. 


VII... 
The TAvLOR proceeded with lying, entreating, 


peating; 
A Woman unmarry'd was uſcleſs, he ſaid; 


Was juſt like a Needle witbout any 7 bread. 


IX. 
When the Prieſt ſhould have tack'd them toge - 


| ther, he cry'd, | 
For her Palate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide; 
Tho! 


191 
Tho! to Turkeys and Capons he could not afpire, 
She might always be ſure of a Gooſe at the Fire, 


X. 
As ſhe work'd he commended her ** ſo 

.nimble! _ | 

And ſwore that her Eyes were more bright than 
' her' Thimble ; | 

Tho' ſmall was his Wit, he ſo acted his Part, 

That (I know not how *twas) he cabbag d her 
-Heart, | 


Away Hand in Hand to the Chapel they went; 
Nor appear d in her Viſage the leaſt Diſcontent; 
None but Death could che conjugal Knot have 

unty d; 
For. croſs legę d together chey fat, till they dy d. 


8 Friendly 


[ 10] 


Friendly Advice to Oxrorn, BzauTIES 
40 be INOCULATED. 


E Fair, who wou'd keep ber Years beyond 
Twenty, 


The Beauties which os ſo kindly has lent ye, 

And would ſcorn, when for Wedlock's blithe 
Coaſt you are bound, 

The paltry Aſſiſtance of ten thouſand Pound ; 

Attend to my Counſel, and truſt me no more, 

If I don't make ye Goddeſſes all at Threeſcore. 


Small-Pox you have heard a moſt woeful Diſ- 
grace is, by 
And makes wretched Havock on very fine Faces ; 
I have known one or two ſore diſtreſs d with this 
„ on 
Go to Bed perfect Angels, and riſe like the Devil, 
And their Huſbands have ſworn the Church 
thought of this Curſe, 
When it palm'd them upon 'em for better or 
worſe. | 


This 


[ 1x } 
This Fiend then, fair Damſels, this fil de 
Diable 
Muſt be vanquiſt d outright, or poor Beauty's a 
Bauble; 
Flee you can't, for as ſure as his Sire's over Lin- 
coln, 


This Imp's at your Elbow, when oft you leaſt 
think on, 
And may aim at poor Dawn a ſad fatal Blow, 


In the Nurſe's long Cloak, or the Doctor's Ro- 
Os 


Dat ich 2 W and che Coward 

will yield, 

Health and Beauty unwounded ſhall maſter the 
Field; 

All Armour is needleſs, for Poets agree, 

That Venus tho? naked is arm'd Cap-a-pre ; 

And her Favourites all, well inſtructed by her, 

When defenceleſs they ſeem, are of Victory ſure. 


Then challenge the Foe, and with ſhort Pre- 
paration, 
Be reſoly'd, and ſubmit to . | 
* B 2 Hard 
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12 
Hard Word this in Verſe, but Phyficians agree 
Hard Words very innocent Meanings convey. 
To explain it I know 1575 'tis ON may 


teaze ye 
Wich Smart at the firſt, but will afterwards 
pleaſe ye. 


Some few Drops of Blood from the Part 1 it 

may take, 

May cauſe a few Twitches, and Pains in the 
Back ; 

A Vertigo perhaps it may raiſe in your Head, 

And call up in your Face little Fluſhings of red; 

Senſations are theſe, that mean Beauty no ill, 

Sych as all, but old deſperate any feel. 


What Nymph then fo fair, adi is rrick'd out 
by Nature, bode? 
With Patty's UN and Safrneſs of. F ea- 
ture; 5 
To a Fiend fo remorſeleſs wou'd ruſt ſuch a rea: 
ſure, 
And not try ev ry a. to Wer bm b his Seizure ; 


* | For 


[15 ] 
For had the vile Caitiff of Patty bereft us, 
What Bankrupts in Beauty, alas ! had he left us. 


* Circaſſia's fair Damſels (who thought it their 

Duty | 

* keep Watch and un o'er r that precious mn 
Beauty, 

And found it the beſt e Trade of their Na- 
tion, 

A Commodity ſcarce and of quiek Circulation) 

This Art firſt diſcovered; and ſtill o'er the Eaſt 

Circaſſia's fair Damſels are moſt in Requeſt. 


Here from-Turky, Grand Cairo, and proud / 
paban, 

Comes the tall ſtately Camel, he rich Caen 
In Exchange for Circaſſia s fam'd Virgins to offer 
The Ruby - ſtor'd Caſket, or Gem laden Coffer; 
And the amorous Sultan contemplates with Plea · 

es 
Whole Provinces plunder'd to gain ſuch.a Trea- 
| ſure. 


See Dr. Mead's Account of InaculaTion. 


Then 


[14 ] 


Then follow, ye Beauties, ſo lucky a Faſhion, 
And hope for the Fate of your Siſter Circaſſian 
Nay here's no Occaſion to ſhip off your Beauty, 
We have Baſhaws at Home, who will very well 

ſuit ye; 
Full fed, fond as Turks, fo | important of Fi igure, 
No "om" turban'd Muſſulmen ever look'd 


bigger. 


1 | Who then but wou'd try ev'ry Means that ſhe 


| | | a nows on, ji 
fl | To keep a 1 ks ſhe can FY well diſpoſe 
jy! Oh! think on the Glee from your Coach to look 


| down, | 
| And be the firſt Lady of Oxford's _— Town 3 
| And ſure *tis an Honour well worth your re- 
0 garding,. 1; 
To' ſhine Miſtreſs e Provoſt, or Wards. 
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On lopping N-- C Lime Trees. 
S8 a Row of ſaucy Limes 
Planted, I ween, in luckleſs Times, 
By ſome ill favour'd Burſar; 
Like Upſtarts vain, grew proud and tall, 
And boldly perk'd it o'er the Wall, 
No Trees look'd ever fiercer. 


But late for ſundry Crimes arraign'd, | 
(Whether ſome ſtripling, Shrubs complain'd. _ 
Theſe Rogues preſum'd to ſlight *em, 
Or whether they were heard to prate 
Of ſome ſad Yews untimely Fate; 
That once grew over- right em: 


Or if by Chance their Heads they ſhook, _ 
When tow'rds the Church they turn'd a Look, 
And mourn'd the ſad Conditions, 
Of poor St. Peter's num'rous Dead, 
That to their Graves were daily led, 
Since ſome Folks turn'd Phyſicians.) 
5 
Whate'er 


[a6 ] 


Whate'*er the Cauſe, ſome angry Pow'r 
Reſolv'd their daring Tops to low'r; 
His murd*rous Mutes afſembled : 
Oh! as the mangling Crew appears, 
Arm'd with Ax, Hatchet, Saw, and Shears, 
How ev'ry Dryad trembled. 


Sore Cauſe, for ne er in Grove of Oak 
Did ſpendthrift Heirs unpity'd Stroke, 
Such Butchery exhibit; 
Each Arm they maim'd, each Head they topt, 
Nor even left a Limb unlopt, 
To make the Dogs a Gibbet. 


So looks the poor diſmember'd Tar, 
Who late was Thunderbolt of War, 

But fall'n in barb'rous Clutches ; 
From mangling Hoſpital turn'd out, 
Maim'd, halt, and naked, limps about, 

To beg with Stumps and Crutches. 


h! 
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Oh! how the ſad ſucceeding Tear, ö 
Will each kind-Strapger's pitying Tear. 
Our wond'rous Change bemoan; 
To ſee each Tree once green and tall 
A ſhapeleſs Block become; and all 
Our Hedge -· Rows turn'd to Stone. 


But we, bleſt Minions, all our Days 

Shall baſk in Phebus warmeſt Rays, 
No Shade can now. controul us: 

And ſhould he chance to overheat us, 

He by the ſame good Hand can treat us, 
With gentle Purge to cool us. 


—6 — 


On Pot't y F r' unexpected Ar- 
rival at Oxrord, and peedy * 
from thence. 


L ONG had fair Y enus and her Son 
Diſtreſs'd Minerva's darling Town 
With Perſecution jealous ; 

Of Belles ſo ſcanty was her Choice, 

She ſcarce could furniſh Toaſts for Boys, 
Or Wives for humbler Fellows. 


'% Yet 


1581 


Yet Pallas all their Spleen defy d.,. 
1 And prudently the Loſs ſupply d.,. 
0 [| Of ſuch precarious Bliſſe ? 
liq Hence were her'Sons -more-ſtudious grown, 
Her Diſcipline went ſmoother ß, 
Mid Troops of homely Miſſes. 


Cupid, who late had ſeen the Place, 
Found they had quite miſtook the Caſe, 
That Books would grow in Faſhion, 
That dazzling Eyes and blooming Cheeks, 
Could only tame thoſe hardy Greeks, 
And bring them to Submiſſion. | 


Then ſwift as Thought he flew to Town, 
And Polly ſtraight is order'd down; 
The Champion of Beauty; 
For well his Gadſhip did deviſe, 
That Polh's Charms and Polly's Eyes 
Would be alert on Duty. 


[ 19 ] 

She came, and with each Grace complete, 
From a Venetian Window's Height Di 
Her Battery ſhe play d:. | 
The fatal Slaughter who can tell, 
What Troops of gazing Students fell, 
Stretch'd o'er the ſmooth Parade? 


Sage Folios, now a muſty Heap, 

In Chains and learned Datkneſs ſleep, 
All Logick's turn'd to Follyz 

Each Student takes his Cap and Gown, 

And runs thro? ev'ry Street in Town, 
To catch a Look at Polly. 


Who now can pedant Rules endure, 
« Go Boy, and bid the beſt Friſeur, 
At Six preciſe be wi' me; 
My Hair in Wires exact and nice, 
I'll trim my Cap to ſmalleſt Size, 
That Polly ſure may ſee me. 


Nay een the Don his Pipe foregoes, 
That Friend to Wiſdom and Repoſe, 
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To dangle Hours at Polhyꝰs Sleeves 


[ 20 } 
Leſt Polꝶy be oſſended - {1 4 11? 
And Galer's ſageſt Sons will leave, 


* 
L 111011 


Their Paten unatt ende. 


See Churches are f 
If Polly does not gr grace a Pew, 
To keep grape: Heads from r WPI 
Mad H grave in vain, , , $4 
The ſad deſertechSeats remain 
For Prentice n to weep in. 


| Cupid, who ſtood at Polls Side 


Incog, and ew'ry Shaft ſupply'd, © 
Laugh'd with inſulting Malice, 


To ſee how ſure each Arrow flew, 
How at each killing Glance ſhe ſlew | 


Some fav'rite Son of Fa. 


L 


Then to „ve s Court he wing' d his Way 
To tell the Triumphs of the Day, 0 
And publiſh Polh's Glory; | 
But Pallas had that Mora been there; 
And humbly fought of Fove to hear 
The Hardſhips of her Story. 
5 « That. 
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«© That all her Sons were Rebels grown, 

No Books were read, no Rules were known; 
« Her fav'rite Seat was undone: 

Her Plea was heard, twas Jove's Decree 

That Iris ſhould next Week convey 
Fair Polly back to London, 


5 1 


